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DIALOG UE between the Port and 
his FRIEND. 


By an En gliſh Nobleman. 


85 PoE x. 
HY wears my penſive Friend that gloomy 
Brow? 
Say; whence proceeds th' i imaginaty Woe: 
at proſperous Villain haſt thou met to Day ? 
Dr has afflicted Virtue croſs'd thy Way? 
1 ts 


Is jt ſome Crime e d you e 

Or Right ſubverted by injurious Power? 

Be this or that the Cauſe, tis wiſely done 

To make the Sorrows of Mankind your own 1 
To {ee the Injur'd pleading unredreſs d, 

The Proud exalted, and the Weak oppreſs d, 
n hurt thy Health, and rob thee of thy Reſt! 
Your Cares are in a hopeful Way to ceaſe, 
If you muſt find Perfection to find Peace: 

But rack thy Malice, vent thy ſtifled Rage, 
Inveigh againſt the Times, and laſh the Age. 
Perhaps juſt recent from the Court you come, 
On publick Ills to ruminate at Home. 


Say which of all the Wretches thou haſt "I 
Has thrown a Morſel to thy angry Spleen ; 


What worthleſs Member of that Medly Throng, 


Who baſely acts, or tamely ſuffers Wrong. 
He, who to nothing but his Int'reſt true, 


Cajoles'the Fool he's working to undo? 
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N 
Or that more defpicable tim rous Slave, 
Who knows himſelf abus d, yet hugs the Knave. 


Perhaps you mourn our $— 5 finking Fame, 
That Shew of Freedom, dwindled to a Name!” 
where hireling = $ deal their venal Laws, 
And the beſt Bidder has the juſteſt Cauſe. 


; What then? They' ve Pow'r, and' who ſhall dare to 


blame 


, The legal Wrongs that bear Aſtrea's Name? 
Y Bcfdes ſuch Thoughts ſhould never flir the Rage 
N of youthful Gall; Reflection comes with Age: 


Tis our decaying Life's Autumnal Fruit, 


| The bitter Produce of her lateſt Shoot, 
When ev ry Bloſſom of the Tree IS dead, 
l Y Enjoyment wither" d, and our Wiſhes fled: 


Thine {till is in its Spring, on every Bough IM 
Fair Plenty blooms, and grateful Odours blow: 


Q&. 
I 


Seaſon of Joy, too early to be wile, 
The Time to covet Pleaſure, not Diſguiſe. 


82 Yours 


(i4:) 


Yaurs is an Age, when Trifles ought to pleaſe, 
Too ſoon for Reaſon to attack thy Eaſe ; 
Tho' ſtill the Hour ſhall come, when thou ſhalt know 
'Ty vain Fruition all, and empty Show; 1 
But late examine, late inſpect Mankind, 

If Seeing pains, tis Prudence to be blind: 
Let not their Vices yet employ thy Thoughts; 


Laugh at their Follies, e're you weep their Faults: 
And when (as ſure you muſt) at laſt you find 
What Things they are, reſolve to arm thy Mind. 


han 
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Too nicely their Demerits never ſcan, : Ne 
And of their Virtues make the moſt you can. N In 
Silent avert the Miſchiefs they intend, | | cc 
Ang croſs, but ſeem not to diſcern their End. : O1 
If chey prevail, ſubmit, for Prudence lies | Cc 
In ſuff ring well; tis equally unwiſe ©. 
To ſee the Injuries we won't reſent, 1 Bi 
Or mourn the Evils which we can't prevent. If 
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You counſel well, to bid me arm my Mind; 
Wou'd the Receipt were eaſy, as tis kind; 
But hard it is for Miſery to reach 
That Fortitude Proſperity can TY 
Could I forbid, what has been, to have been, 


Or lodge a Doubt on Truths my ſelf have ſeen ; 


Could I diveſt Remembrance of her Pow'r, 
And ſay, Collect theſe Images no more; 


No more let paſt Events ſurvive in you, 


In Lights too faithful, uſher d to my View; 


Could 1 diſlodge Senſation from the Breaſt, 


Or charm the wakeful Faculties to reſt; 
Could I my Nature, and my ſelf ſubdue, 
I might the Method you preſcribe, purſue: 


But if from real Cauſes we endure, 


If Reaſon's our Diſcaſe, and not our Cure, 


(6) 


Then ſeeming Eaſe is all we can obtain, 

As one, who long familiariz'd to Pain, 

Still feels the Smart, but ceaſes to complain. 

Tho' young in Life, yet long inur'd to Care, 
Thus I ſubmiſſive ev'ry Evil bear: | 

If unexpected Ills alone are hard, 

Mine ſhould not gall, who am for all prepar d: 

No Diſappointments can my Peace annoy, | 

Difuſe has wean'd'me from the Hope of Joy. 

The vain Purſuit for ever I give oer; 

Repuls'd I ſtrive, Betray'd I truft no more. 

Mankind I know, their N ature and their Art, 

Their Vice their own, their Virtue but a Part : a 

III play d fo oft', that all the Cheat can tell, 

And dang'rous only when tis ated well. 

1 different Claſſes rang'd, a diff rent Name 
Attends their Practice, but the Heart's the fame : 
This ſhews the Foe, That hides it in the Friend; 
The Road is various, but the ſame's the End ; 


8 


Their 


LES 

Their Hate is Int'reſt, Int'reſt too their Love, 

For the ſame Springs theſe diff rent Engines move; 
That ſharpens Malice, and directs her Sting, 

From this the hony d Streams of Flattry ſpring. 
Long I ſuſpected what at laſt I know, 

I thought Men worthleſs, now I've prov'd em fo, 
Reluctant prov'd it, by too ſure a Rule; 

I learn'd my Silence in a painful School: 

He buys ev'n Wiſdom at too high a Price, 

Who pays by ſad Experience to be wiſe. 

Why did I hope, by ſanguine Views poſſeſs d, 

That Virtue harbour d in a humane Breaſt ? 

Why did I truſt to Flatr'ry's ſpecious Wile, 

The April Sun-ſhine of her tranſient Smile ? 

Why diſbelieve the Leſſons of the Wiſe, 

Who taught me young, to pierce her thin Diſguiſe ? 
I thought their Rancour, not their Prudence ſpoke, 
That Age perverſe in falſe Invectives broke; 

I thought their Comments on this gaudy Scene 

Th' Effects of Phlegm, and dictated by Spleen, 

=} That 


(8) 


That jealous of the Joys themſelves were paſt; 
Their Envy try d to pall their Childrens Taſtez _ 
Like the daf Adder to the Charmer's Tongue; 
I gave no Credit to the Truths they lung. > 

But happy in a viſionary Scheme, 

Still ſought Companions worthy my Eſteem: : 
The Tongue the Heart's Interpreter I deem'd, 
And judg'd of what Men were, by what they ſeemd: 
I thought each warm Profeſſor meant me fair, 
Each ſupple Sycophant a Friend ſincere: 

The ſolemn Hypocrite, whoſe cloſe Deſigii 


| Mirth never interrupts, nor Love, nor Wine; 


Who {till attentive to what others fay, 

BY Obſerves to wound, or queſtions to betray : 

C. Him as the Guardian of my private Thought, 
| In Morning Counſels (cool Reſolves) I ſought, 
To him {till open, cautionleſs confign'd 

The inmoſt Treaſure of my ſecret Mind ; 


My 


4 
My Joys and Griefs deligled to impart, 
In ſacred Confidence, unmix'd with Art, 
That dang rous Pleaſure of the honeſt Heart. 
When e er I purpos'd to unbend my Soul 
In ſocial Banquets, where che circling Bowl 
To Gladneſs lifts all Sorrows, but Deſpair, 


And gives a tranſient Lethe to our Care: 


I choſe the Man, whoſe Talents entertain; 


And ſeaſon Converſe with a lively Strain; 
Who thoughtleſs ſtill, by Hopes, nor Fears perplex d, 
Enjoys the preſent Hour, and riſques the next; 

Him not the floathful Luxury of Eaſe; 

Soft Beds of Down, nor balmy Slumbers pleaſe; 
Whilſt wakeful Kings on purple Couches own 

The ſecret Sorrows of their envy'd Crown ; 

And wait revolving Light with ſhorter Reſt 

Than the poor Wretches by their Power oppreſt. 
This jocund Train, devoted to Delight, 

In chearful Vigils long protract the Night; 


Cc S_— 


( 10 ) 
Nor dread the Cares approaching with the Day, 
Through each Viciſſitude for ever gay, 


With ſuch I commun d, pleas'd when I could find 


Receſs ſo orateful to the active Mind: 


And whilſt the Youths in ſprightly Conteſts try 
With hum'rous Tale, or oppoſite Reply; 


Or am'rous Song, or inoffenſive Jeſt 


(The Teſt of Wit) to glad the lengthen d Feaſt; 


« My Soul (faid I) depend upon their Truth, 


« For Fraud inhabits not the Breaſt of Youth; 
« Indulge thy Genius here, be free, be ſafe; 
« Mirth is their Aim, they covet but to laugh; 


Pure from Deceit, as ignorant of Care, 


Their Friendſhip and their Joys are both ſincere. 


I judg'd their Nature like their Humour good, 
As if the Heart depended on the Blood ; | 

And that the Seeds of Honeſty muſt grow 
Wherever Health reſides, or Spirits flow. 


I fee my, Error, but ] ſee too late, 


Tis vain Inſpection to look back on Fate: 


The 


( 1x ) 
What are the Men whom moſt eſteem'd we find, 
But thoſe whoſe Vices are the moſt refin'd? 
Blind Preference! For Vice like Poyſon ſhews, 
The fureſt Wound is in the ſubt'leſt Doſe. 
To ſuch Reflections whilſt I turn my Mind, 
{ loath my Being, and abhor Mankind. 
What Joy for Truth, what Commerce for the Juft, 
If all our Safery's founded on Diſtruſt? | 


If all our Wiſdom is a main Deceit, 
And he who proſpers beſt, the ableſt Cheat? 
1 PoET. 
Oh! early wiſe! How well haſt thou defin d 
The Worth, the Joys, the Friendſhip of Mankind! 
: FrIeNnD. 


Bleſt be the Pow'rs, I know their abject State. 


Bos r, 


Vet bear with this, and hope a better Fate. 


o —_ 


: 
1 


This Truth Divine, implanted in the Heart, 


And decks Calamity her ſelf in Smiles: 


(12 


Thrice happy they, who view with ſtable Eyes 
This trifling Scene, who, temp' rate, firm and wile, 
Can ſtand its Sorrows, and its Joys deſpiſe. 

Who look on Diſappointments, Shocks and Strife, 
And all the neceſſary Ills of Life, 

Not as Severities the Gods impoſe; 

But eaſy Terms indulgent Heav'n allows 

To Man, by ſhort Probation to obtain 

Immortal Recompence for tranſient Pain, 

'Th' Intent of Heav'n once rightly underſtood, 
From ev'ry Evil we extract a Good: 


Supports each drudging Mortal thro' his Part; 
It gives delightful Proſpects to the Blind, 

The Friendleſs here a conſtant Succour find; 

The Wretch by Fraud betray d, by Pow r oppreſs d, 
With chis Reſtorative ſtill calms his Breaſt. 

This Suff ring Virtue chears, this Care begulles, 


* 


en 


With impious Hand anticipates his Fate; 


Nox on the Trial grieve to find it leſs. 


(wm) 
When | Mead and Friend have ranſack'd ev'ry Rule, 
Taught in Hypocrates' or Galen's School, 
To quiet Ills that mock the Leach's Art, 
Which opiates fail to deaden in the Heart : 
This Cordial ſtill ch' Incurable ſuſtains, 
Who triumphs in the ſharp inſtructive Pains. 
Nor like a Roman Hero, falſly great, 


But waits reſign'd-the flow Approach of Death, 
Till that great Pow'r who gave, demands his Breath. 
Such are thy ſolid Comforts, Love Divine, 
Such ſolid Comforts, Oh! my Friend be thine: 
On this firm Baſis thy Foundations lay 

Of Happineſs, unſubject to Decay. 

On Man no more, that frail Support, depend, 
The kindeſt Patron, or the warmeſt Friend: 


The warmeſt Friend may one Day prove untrue, 
And Int'reſt change thy kindeſt Patron's View. 
Hear not elate the Kindneſs they profeſs, 


Submit. 


(14) 
Submiſſive ſuch Viciſſitude endure, 
Careful to Merit, where Reward is ſure; 
To Providence implicitly refign'd, | 
Let this Reflection poiſe thy wandring Mind: 
With partial Eyes we view our own weak Cauſe, 
And ſlightly ſcan her upright equal Laws. 
For undeſerv'd ſhe ne'er inflicts a Woe, 


Nor is her Recompence unſure, tho' ſlow; 


Unpuniſh'd none tranſgreſs, deceiv'd none truſt; 


Her Rules are fix'd, and all her Ways are juſt. 
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HAT do Scholars, and Bards, and Phi- 
= loſophers wie 

Mean by ſtuffing our Heads with ſuch 
Nonſenſe and Lies, 


By telling us Venus muſt always appear 


In a Car, or a Shell, or a twinkling Star; 
Drawn by Sparrows, or Swans, a Dolphin, or Doves, 


And attended in Form by the Graces and Loves, 
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( 16 ) 


Wich a Paſsport to Hearts, a Belt round her Waſte ; 
That Ambroſia and Nectar is all the will taſte? 
Without all this Trouble I faw the bright Dame, 
When to Supper laſt Night to Poultney's ſhe came 
In a good warm Sedan; no fine open Car, 

Two Chairmen her Doves, and a Flambeau her Star; 
No Nectar ſhe drank, no Ambroſia ſhe eat, 

Her Cup was plain Claret, and Chicken her Meat; 
Nor wanted a Cęſtus her Boſom to grace, 


For RIchMOxp that Night had lent her her Face. 


AN 


1 GCOUE 


EpISTLE upon an EpisrIE, 
FROM A 


Certain DOC T 0 R 


TO A 


Certain Great be RD: 


BEING A 


Canis rMas- . for Dr. * 


— Palatine C 555 22 Mineroe, 
Ingenio frueris qui proptore Dei. 
Nam tibi naſcentes Da NI cognoſcere Curas, 
E: n Ducis Pefora nbſſe licet. 
—̃ a. Lib. v. . Ep. : 5. 


8 7 will not attend on leſs, 


When Things of more Importance preſs: 


You can t, grave Sir, bel! ieve it hard, 


That; you, a low Hibernian Bard, ; 
* Shou d 
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( 18 ) 
Shou'd cool your Heels a TY and wa it 


Unanſwer d at your Patron's Gate; ; 


And wou'd, my Lord, vouchſafe to grant 


This one, poor, humble Boon I want, 


Free Leave to play his Secretary, 


As Falftaff acted old King Harry: 


Id tell of yours in Rhyme and Print: 


Folks ſhrug, and cry, There ; nothing i int. 

And after ſeveral Readings over, 

It ſhines moſt in the Marble Cover. 
How cou'd ſo fine a Taſte diſpenſe 

With mean Degrees of Wit and Senſe? 


Nor will my Lord ſo far Beguile 


The Wiſe and Learned of our Iſe; 


To make it paſs upon the Nation, 
By Dint of his ſole. Approbation. 


The Taſk is arduous, Patrons find, 


To warp the Senſe of all Mankind: 
Who think your Muſe muſt firſt aſpire; 
E're he advance the Doctor | 


Tou ve 


3 12. - 3 
You've Cauſe to ſay he meant you well : 


That you are thankful who can tell? 


For ſtill you're ſhort (which grieves your Spiri) 
Of His Intent, you mean, Your Merit. 
Ah! Quanto rectius, tu Adepte, 
gui nil moliris tam inet? 4 
| * Smedley, thou Jonathan of Clogher, = e ö 
When thou thy humble Lays doſt offer 4 
* To G—f—n's Grace, with grateful Heart; 
© Thy Thanks and Verſe, devoid of Art: 
© Content with what his Bounty gave, 
No larger Income doſt thou crave, 
But you muſt have Caſcades, and al 3 
Ierna s Lake, for your Canal * — | = 


' Your Viſto's, Barges, and (a por on 


All Pride) our Ne for your Coxon: L 
It's Pity that he can t beſtow you 


Twelve Commoners in Caps to row you: 


* 


Vid. Smedley's Petition to his Grace the D— e of 6.x, 1724. 
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Ds Thus, 


( 20 ) 


Thus Edgar proud, in Days of Yore, 
Held Monarchs lab ring at the Oar; 
And as he paſs d, ſo ſwell' 0 the Dee 
Inrag'd, as Ern would do at thee. 
How different is this from Smedley? 
(His Name is up, he may in Bed lye) 


«Who only aſks ſome pretty Cure, 


« Tn wholeſome Soil and cher pure; 
« The Garden ſtor'd with artleſs Flowers, 
te In either Angle ſhady Bowers: 


cc 


« No gay Parterre with coltly Green, 
t Muſt in the ambient Hedge be ſeen ; | 


But Nature freely takes her Courſe, 


Nor fears from him ungrateful Force: 


c 


No Sheers to check her ſprouting Vigour, 


cc 


Or ſhape the 7: es 10 antick Figure. 


But you, ſorſooth, your All muſt {quander, 
On that poor Spot, call'd N Dol. Ville, yonder: | 


The Doctors Country-Seat near Dublin. 


And 


nd 


(24 
And when you ve been at vaſt Expences 


In Whims, Parterres, Canals and Fenees: 
Your Aſſets fail, and Caſh is wanting 

For farther Buildings, farther Planting. 

No Wonder when you raiſe and level, 
Think this Wall low, and that Wall bevel. 


Here a convenient Box you found, 
Which you demoliſh'd to the Ground: | 


Then built, then took up with your Arbour, 
And ſet the Houſe to 4 Rupert Barbor. 

You ſprung an Arch, which in a Scurvy 
Humour, you tumbled. Topſy Furvy. 

Vou change a Circle to a Square, 

Then to a Circle as you. were: 

Who can imagine whence. the Fund 18, 

That you Quadrata change Ratundis?. 

To Fame a Temple you erect, 

A Flora does the Dome 2 
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t A Woolen Draper, whoſe Wife is near. 4 a | great wi. 8 
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( 22 ) 


Mounts, Walks on high; and i in a a hollow 
You place the My es and Apollo ; 


There ſhining midſt his Train to grace 
Your whimſical, Poetick Place. 


Theſe Stories were, of old, defi d 


As Fables: But you have refin'd 


The Poets Myrhologick Dreams, 
To real Muſes, Gods, and Streams. 


Who wou'd not ſwear, when you contrive e thus, | 


That you're Dor: Quixote Redivivus 4 
Beneath a dry Canal there lies, 


Which only Winter's Rain ſupplies. 


Oh! cou'd'ſt thou, by ſome Magick Spell, 
Hither convey St. Patrick's Well, 
Here may it re- aſſume its Stream, 
And take a greater Patrick's Name. 

If your Expences riſe ſo high, 
What Income can your Wants ſupply? 
Yet ſtill you fancy you inherit 
A Fund of ſuch ſuperior Merit, 


That 


& FP I& It 


0 23 y 


That you can't fail of more Proviſion, 
All by my Lady's kind Deciſion... 
For the more Livings you can fiſh up, 
You think you'll ſooner be a Biſhop: 0 9 
That cou'd not be my Lord's Den 2 fc 
Nor can it anſwer in th Event. ; ny 
Moſt think what has been heap'd on You. 

| To other Sort of Folk was due: 
Rewards too great for your Flim-Flams, 


Epiſtles, Riddles, Epigrams. 


Tho now your Depth muſt not be ſounded, 
The Time was, when you'd have compounded 


For leſs than CHARL v GRATTAN' s School: 

Five hundred Pound a Year's 20 Fool. 
Take this Advice chen from your Friend, 

To your Ambition pur an End: . 

Be frugal, Patt; pay what you owe, 

Before You Build, and You Beſtow. 

Be Modeſt, nor addreſs your Betters 


Wich Begging, Vain, Familiar Letters. 


2 
3 


(24) 

. A Paſſage * may be found, I've heard, 
| In ſome old Greek or Latian Bard, 
Which ſays, ot d Crows in Silence eat 
Their Offals, or their better Meat; 
Their generous Feeders not provoking 

By loud and unharmonious Croaking: 
They might, unhurt by Envys Claws; 
Live on, and Stuff to boot, their Maws. 
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* Vid. Hor. Lib. I. Ep. 27. 
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AN S W E R 


TO THE 2 


HRISTMAS' -BOX, 


IN DEFENCE OF 


Doctor Du. 


* 
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By RUPERT BARBER. 


wh, 
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E damnable Dunces, ye. Scribler what 
mean ye, | 

= To fall with your Doggie on Doctor 

Drug 2 

5 Such 


O! wonderful Proweſs of Genius, when he 


(26). 


Such poor wy, Criticks as you may go ES... 
You ne'er' can run down his familiar Epiſtle; „ 
That Brillant Epiſtle which glitters and ſhines, | 


In Muſick, in Nurbers, in Diction, in Lines, 


| In Subſtance, i in Spirit, in Force, and in Wit, 


In * ſuch as Auguſtus might fit: 
8 | faid' of his Patron i 18 faint, 


70 
ts” 


Nor 3 fince no Man his Virtues can paint; : 


For no Poet ever attempts to expreſs 


A Man truly great, but he muſt make him leſs. 
Beſides he divided, he gave the one half 

Of all the Encomiums to himſelf and Sir N 

1 
With ſo little Trouble cou d compliment three! 
His Lord and the Speaker ſhall live in his Poem, 


| Six thouſand Years after all Readers thall know en 


While Pinder, and H orace, and Virgil forgoren,. 


* 


Shall be, like their Heroes, ſunk, bury d, and totten 
For all « other Authors his Writings ſhall baniſü, 

Like Ghoſts at che 1 of the 6 they Il vanil 
Vi 


(209); 
His glorious Epiſtle ſo ſhining and hib 
Shall be like his Phoebus, that Lord of the Sky; 4 
Who, when on his Chryſolithe Throne he appears, 
A Star dare not peep in the Sky for it's Ears. 
Now a Word by the By, for I think it my Duty, 
Since you're ſo miſtaken, to point out each Beauty: 


Obſerve with what Judgment he ſhe ws this our Ifle, 


A Patron ſo artful our Cares can beguile : 


How that very peeviſh, croſs Grumbler the Dean, 


Does nothing ar Court bur of Courtiers complain; _ 
Such Impudence 'tis in a Man of his Station, 3 

To put in one Word for the Good of the Nation; ; 

That he with Submiſſion ſits ſilently liſt ning, 

Like a Clerk when the Parſon holds forth at 1 


Chriſt nin 3 
en; But ventures at laſt like a Man of true Spirit, 
To cry out, My Lord, you muſt know I have Merit, a 
0 Much more than a Thouſand; and is it not hard, 


That Virtue ſo wondrous ſhou'd have no Reward, . 
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( 28 ) 


But a pittiful Pittance, froe H undred a Near, 


At a Time that our very Potatoes are dear: 2 


My Lord what I tell you is true to a 7 ittle, 
Or may T be baniſh'd from licking your Spitthe- ; 


' Why then, quoth my Lord, fince you give me this H rouble, ; 


I tell you, in ſhort, you are ev'ry Way double ; 

As Poet, as Doctor, as Rector, as Vicar, 

As Dealer, as Builder, as Planter, as Wicker, 
But if. you've a Mind to he triple, rely on 
My mord, and III make you a ſecond Geryon. 

Ye Critick malicious now read what he ſays, 

In thoſe matchleſs Verſes on Farmanagh Ways; 
Where all the rough Pebbles are poliſh'd ſo fine, g ; 
Like Em'ralds they ſparkle, like Diamonds they ſhine 5 


Whoever hereafter that falls on theſe Stones, 


Shall think it an Honour to break half his Bones: 


I! Now ſee the Fineſs of a true Politician, 


I: He 'd change for the worſe , and he'd thraſh like A 
» Priſcian; 


From 


(28) 


From FE the Cuſhion to wake thoſe that Nod, 


Inſtead of a Sermon he'd brandiſh a Rod: 
But Charly (tho' Charly) i is not ſuch a Tool, 
To change for more Trouble a Sine-cure School. 


Four Hundred ber Amun, not one Shilling ain 


To preach i in two Churches twelve long Miles aſunder. 


And wade it a Horſeback in Dirt to the Knee, 
When Paddy can better wade thro” it than he. 
Obſerve his Addreſs with what artful Submiſſion, 


He tells his rich Patron his grievous Condition. 


Quite ruin'd and bankrupt, reduc'd to a Farthing, 


By making too much of a very ſmall Garden. 
By ſquand'ring his Money in Dribs to the Poor, 
He's ready to leave the Key under the Door. 
And grieves chat his Patron has ſo much to give, 
While he (more's the Piry) is ſhifting to live. 
Again he ſolicits in Manner moſt nic e, 
By another more ſubtle and cunning Device; 

5 he has heard that his Patron's well read, 

Fe lays by his Belly, and begs for his Head: 


For 


— 
— 
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And to buy a fine Ribbon to give a fine Lady. 
| Theſe are but a few, thac Lehoſe from the reſt, 


630) 
For writing three Riddles had coft him ſuch Pains, 
That he ſcarce had remaining three Seruples of Brains 


For want of ſome Money he's quite off the Hooks, | 


To pay off old Scores, and to buy him new Books: - 
To rebuild a Houſe that he pull'd down already, 


Tho' not one Thought in it but can ftand the Teſt: 


Nay more, I will venture to ſwear it, ſurpaſſes | 


All Poems that ever were hatch'd at Parna us : 


Ev'n Horace to Ceſar, to this is but barely 

A Thing call'd a Poem, and Swift to his Harle 9; A 
That Poem ſo valu d, ſo often read over, ; 
While Patt's is a reading, now ſleeps in its Cover. 
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